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HIS MOTHER'S GIFT.

Hin Sentiment Did Not Rench One
Hundred Per Cent. Profit.
r (Detroit Free Press.)

He came up to me at Broadway and This-
ty-Fourth strects one eveplng, aml asked me
Il 1 knew of a4 pawnshop in the neighbor-
hood. 1 told bim 1 thought there Was obe
only two blocks away, and lie wipad o tear
froin hils e¥e and poloted to o parcel un-
der hils arm and swid:

“It t8 my mother's gift—a bible—the last
thing left to me to roise mopey on. Yes,
mother pliced (his book In oy hands os 1
Maried out In Hife, fifteen Years ago, sid
hoped 1 always would be gulded by us
noble precepts.”

“And now you must pawn i7" 1 asked.

“1 puust. It's the only thing I have left
and I mngt ent apd steep. 1 eanoot el you
how It wrings my beart to have this gift go
nto the bands of o pawnbroker., If 1
could only mect o pentlomar—="

“A genteman who'd advance you §1 on
the book und hold 4t for you?**

“That's It—that's (19" e cheerfully ex-
clobued, = You, i be'd mdvance mo £1 on
it T oould start out in e anew amdl o s
week 1 could pay the dedd apd have my
o back,. You uppear to be o kind-
bearted mant™

“Yes, 1 oam™

“Aml vou don’t want tosed my mother's
gy go 1o & pawnshop?™

".\ll."

“And yvou will advance me $1 on it

“Net mach! I'm looking around for a
potioeman to give you the dollar. That trick
has been played on me three thnes, and 1
am getiing tred of payiog §1 for 4 S0-cent
Hible,™

“Birt* exclaimed the man, ns b began Lo
back awa “it 1% evident that you do not
reverdnoe Your mother.”

“Not in that sbape—no.”

“And sou bave po love for the good
book™

“Not at 100 per cent profit.”

“And sentiment, sir—you have no sentl-
ment, and you are a bad min, sir, apd A0 1
CYer ik you on o side stroet I put &
head on von and send you to the hospltal
for 4 week!™

v
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The Dute for the Wedding.,

My, Swpsback sighed when her daugh-
ter told her thot Mr. Trivvet hoad asked
ber to be his wife and that she hsd become
engaged.

s supposs Tought not to feel badiy ahout
1," M. Bwarbank added, wiping away
& tear wilth the corner of ber aproa. It
15 wolnan's destiny to be married. 1 left
the home of my happy giclhood (0 beoome
Mrs. Ewayback, nod pow yoa must leave
o become Mrs. Trivvet. Sull, 1 cannot
belp feeling iy loss very deeply. A mother
can never lose her daugber with asdiffer-
eno, shie enn never give ber up—not even
to the best man o the world— without deep
reluctanoe

By this time Mrs. Bwayhack was sob-
bing violeatly and her danghter was trylng
w comfort Ter.

*1 shall come to see you ofien, molher,
darling,™ shi said,

“Of course, you will, but it isa o great
trinl to part with you, my child, Yoo ‘must
not nilod your foud motber's crying o bit
over it

“Dry Your eyes.

mother. 1I'm sure yon
conldn't « ] ey Foumg man than Mr.
Trivyew for n i law i of Course you
expocted me 1o get marred some time.™
re. Bwurbick’s sobs broke var afresh,

and for a vme she refused (o e comrorted.
Then she appiiv]l & bamdkerchiel vigor-
ontsly Lo her eves and asked

“Whin I8 the wodding to et

“In about six monihs, mamma, dear.

“Bix monthe!” excluined Mrs. Swaoy-
back, What on earth does the procrast-
nalor mean by putting e off (st Jong?

M

¥ Aunp, I don't bellove he mtemls to
oarry you at all, so Ldon't! 1 he db% be'd
Insist on bhaving the wodding cotne off -
alde of Six Werks at the farthest.” —Judge.
= -
Owned the Fly.

Tt was oo the westbound express over the
Michigan tral the other afternoon A
fat man, who hnd boen complnining of the
heat, dust, rate of progress and any other
things, finally decided to take a1 nap. Be
fore geiling settled down and closing his
€¥es e was seen by those pearest him to
take an artificlal £l from bis vest pocket
and place it on s nose, LILIt Wwisa qu\rter
of an hour before it attracted atten\pn.

ki voked back and noticed it
el :

sald to her b
tmael, do i s thnt? Yoa had het
Ter go and broush that fiy off that poor
man'snose 1'%s & wunder he cansleep with

it, but I &'poss he's tired out™
“Yes, 1 gu i do that much fur Lim,™
el the man, and he rose up and went
back. Th was quiet, and be advanosd
his thumb and f ar amd cnrefully picked

it off andsdropped it on the floor.
“Whiewhat s 102" asked the baldbeadsd
minn, as be roused np
“A Ly an Yoor noso, sir.™
“A [y, Where is 1? Al! 1 ses™
He fleked It up and replaced tLou hitsnnse
o sadd

o ?
i

8ir, 1 w
busigess. T
for ten avpis
1 will to mine
He leaned back for another noap, and afrer

I thank you tomind yourown
my fly. 1 bought him
end to your own £y and

looking nt him In a bewildered w ny for
half & minute the farmer petirsed 1o Lis
wila
\\ i i L Samuel?* she asked.
“Nuthin®, nuthin®, ‘eept If 1T had that fol-

lor dow
him ti1l ¢
foul of nue

i wmr tammarack swamp I'd man)
ouldn’t breathe fur makin' a
—Detrolt Free Press.
—_———— .

Money No Objoct.

The Chicagn man had gone on & bus.
Incss trip and started boine again. He
bad been compelled to run thrgugh sey-
eral stivets 1o eatch the train, apd wos
somewhnl overlivated, The temperature of
the Jong car was over 100 degrecs and still
climbing. He stood It for about five min-
utes, aml then tried to open the window.,
It wis one of those windows not buiit
for opening purposes, and dido't open. He
tricd another window with the same re-
sult. Thethind window stuck equally tight,
and he ralsed his foot and kicked a
large bole theough the phlate ginss.

The conductor heard the crash and
oanw running into the car,

“Who broke that window?" he demand-
ed, threateningly.

“1 ald” sald the man.

“Well, sir, I'm afraid it will cost youn
five dollars."

“Here it 15, sadd the other, handing
tiim a teo-dollar bill

“I—I hnven’t chapge for that,"” sald the
comdnctor.

“Never mind the change,” said the Chl-
cago man. “Keep it"

He malsed his foot again, kicked oot
another window, look a pewspaper out
of his pocket, sat down and went on
realding as If nothing had bappened.

| B B
Finn) Best Hand.

1 was In the hotel of a littte New Eng-
Innd village," sald Theodore Sutro, when
he and a party of folends were exchanging
siories In  an up-town bhotel. “About a
table sal three stroogers wiho had storted
A foeodly game of pokeér by roping in the
usual copmiry jay. After an hour's play
they had fleeced their victim to the tune
of §40. Ile was good satured and did not
growl and so the game was continued.

“The scoundrels showed no tuercy. They
did pot It the victim win even a few dul
lars to encoupage him, but either booked
the cards or elee whipsawed him, notil he
was foreed to drop.

“Forty dullars had swelled to $560, and
at the last pot the country jay was $65

loser.
had enough? asked the

““ *Have yoa
Jeader of the gang, rising with a snile—
and his winnings.

“The Jay lovked angry, and guietly draw-
ing A revolver from bis pocket, sald:

“Geatlemen, I am one of the selectmen
of this town.. You may consider yourselves
under arrest.”

“Toe gang, awesirick, was led 1o the
Iock-up, whero It refted for the night

“On the foliowlng moming they were
brought befure the eolectman.. The cons
stable had searched them aod hod placed
the contents of their pockets on the table.

“OGentlemen, you are charged with gam-
bling and with obtaining muopey by fraud.
What have you to any?”

“They had few remarks to make. The

g=ntence Interested them eore—a fine of-

each or thirty days in the county jail

oy paid the fines and the money went

to the Btate—or to the sclectinan, Next

morning the Juy booght a new set of chips.™
—New Tork Press.

THEY DIDN'T FIGAET.

The Thin Man Wanted to Clear Up a
Mistake.

On a Third avenue car the other day was
tall, thin man with a satcliel, who was
golng over to Brookiym, and right oppo-
site Dios sat o short, fat man, chewiog gum
and rending a paper, says the Delroit
Free Press. 1t wos quite o few minules
before the tall thin man caught sight of
the other, but when he did he leaned for-
ward and Inqoired:

“Haln't you the feller T met at Albaoy
last fall—feller who got mad becauss I
Elepped ou Uis toes, aud sald e could ek
me i two mioules?

I never snw you before, sir,' replied
the other, with o good deal of dignity.

“They you hain'y the feller.'

YNo, ="

“Mebbe I'mi mistaken, bat T can't bardly
betleve it He was short and fat, same as
¥ou apre—=had o bald head amd was bow-
iegged—and be ghewed gum all e Ume
bie was sissin met

“Are you talklig 1o me, slf? shonted
the fat wan, ns he spruog vp with clinched
fi=ts. -

“Yes, ste; Tam.  If you hain't the follor
then iCs all right, bat 1P You are—"*

D't T say T oever saw you before?"
shonted the fat man.

*Yes, yon did, bul you look jes like the
ler who said be coald lick me with one
Band tied to Dis leg.  Jf you baln'y the
feller——"

O conrse I'me nob the manl
mean to tosait me?™

Do you

COULDN'T BE UNGENTLEMANLY,

8o the Protected Fassenger Got
Through AJl Right.

The otber morning a conductor on the
Bouthern Pacific train found that one of
the passetgers bed & bad tckel aund thus
oould not ride upon it. Unfartunately for
the woman, she had no money, nor had the
mother, with whom she was traveling.
The cumductor Inslsted upon one or the
other, and whon he made his requests
urgent (he young lady retrented to the
slecper, where she aud her mother, covering
up under the quilts, sald they would not
surrender.

“And I am here to protect ber," sald the
mothier in a very defiant way, tbhrusting
her head out of the curtains.

“Bat, madam, the colupany muast bave
some copponsation for your doughlor's
traveling on its trains. Bhe bas no tcket,
amd if You have the mopey you won't pay

“Well, that ticket was a good ticket,
and If you won't take it you will have to
do without."

“You can get off at the next station and
bay your davghter anciher ticket,” suid
thies conductor.

“No. I won't do that, elther, I (el youo,*

“Waoll, then, I must have the money,™
sald the candactor, making toward ihe
couple.  Togtantly the curtalns wero elosed
tight, and the young lady, all bundled up
under the covering in thecoupartment, erled
out 1that the condnotor must have an awifal
Tl Nienel Lo Credd her 8o augentlemonly.

VERY FUNNY
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Mr. Funoybone—I want a masquerade gult with sotne

funny.
Costumor—1 sce.

paoint to H—sumetliing

Just sit down & moment.

i & CEEA T

A DELICATE TASTE.

Bhorter Grubbel wish yer would help me, ma'am.
terday, an'—

Mrs. Ensy Fruft—What killed bhim?

Bhorter Grubi—He Lried ter eat tor

F]fq..mﬁ-}‘.

,\V!g' 4
Me ole pal died yes

key widout cranberrs snuce.

“No, 1T pever 1osult nobody,. A you
chawin' gum or slippery eim?"
“Noue of your business, sir!  If you in-

In=uil nue further I'll kvock the head off
your shoulders!”

“Nobody iptends to insult you.
¥oil look lke the feller.”

“Aud Isay you aren liar!"

The guard drove bim off, but T followed
and sat down beside him and asked:

“If be is the man what did you want to
sy or do to him?"

“If he's the man who said he could lick
me In lwo minuiues?

Y

“Wall. 1 jest wonted to say that he was
mistaken. I've had some different fights
and been Hoked every Une, bot it allus
took from four Lo seven Minutes to do it
and it wounid take him plump ten, or I'll
pever eal apy more pumpkin plel'”

———— B
Dead Easy.

Before the eyes of the doomed man the
fotnl knife is tested, At s mere touch it
swiltly descands. . e

The victim t
eagy," he mut-

I eay

“You take lfe allfired
terd, honrsely. -

The executioner presscs his hand to his
brow. Luckily he has placed a cabbage
leaf in his hat to protect him froma sudden
rush of bleod Lo the bead.—Detroit Free

Press.
.

Trouble in the Dime Museum.
Manager—What's all this Infernal nolse
about? - ;

Factotum—Please, sir, $' two-headed
girl Is s-quarrelln’ wid herself.—Judge.

“T will have you arrested for ungentle-
manly comduoct,” she cried out.

The conductor got off In a gulet corner
and trled to solve the problem. He called
in a council of all the train people, and for
some time they discussed the best menns
of attack, bot none offeréd, for the passon-
ger was gife and secure in bed, and gua rded
by the mother, who had made ap ber mind
not to surreader the cltadel.  Fipally at
Morgan Qity the palr got off, amd the
young lady carrled ber point, not having
pail her fare.—New Orleans Picayune,

—_— ———
Hamiin's Youtlifal Indisceretion.

It I1s related of Hamlin Garland, the
apostle of realism, that oD one occa-
sion, while he was dining with distin-
gulshied friends in Washington, he was
osked whether he was an admirer of
Charles Dickens® works. To this Mr. Gar-
land made answer:

“When I was a boy nine years old I
once read thres pages in one of Mr.
meq'm' novel—I forget which npovel it

Upon hearing this answer another guest
-at the toble remarked that Mr. Garland’s
experience reminded bim of o story told of
Beau Hromumell, 1t seems that being once
at an ostentatious feast with a noble com-
pany, the Beau was asked by obe who no-
ticed that his beaushlp declived certaln

m.: le, sir, that you never
eat ? -
“8ir,” replied Benu Brummell, with

dishes:
“And ia it

graciousness, “on one o0
caaion when I was & child of five I ate a
| Pes. " —Chicago Record.

 GRAVEYARD LITERATURE.
You Can't

Solemn Subjects Th
Help Laughigg at.
Let's talk of worins and graves and epl
tapha. - :

The country churchesd asd church yards
possess & beauty and K charm pecullarly
thelr own. The chorches themeclves are
qualnt and rurious, yet thg reflective mind
fiods more to Interesy and entertaln, even
It not to [nstruct, In the gqulet “*God's
acres," where the noble amd the yeoman,
the lord and his tenany; sleep side by side.
The literature of Lhese wient retrents is
well worth studying, some of It difficult
to decipher, 80 old and moss coversd are
the stones on which it Is carved. 1t s at
times patbelle, at tmes amusing, but al-
ways qualot. What, for instance, could be
mare undgue than the followlog, which
may be found In a church yard at Llau-
fhiantwibiyl, Wales:

Under this stope Hes Merdith Morgan,

Who blew the bellows of our church or-
g

Tobmeos: b hated, to smoke most gnwilling,

YL never s ilh‘llm'd a5 whoen plpes he woas
filling.

No reflection vn him for rude speech could
e cast,

Thought he made our Old wrgan give many
o blast.

No putfer was e, though o capital blowers

He vonld 1l Qduble G, aml pow lied o
oole lower.,

And the vicissitudes of n long lifte are
tersgly st Tocth i the rollowing epitaph,
copied from o tombstone in Lincolushire,
Frngland:

Benealh this stone, in  sonnd repose,

Lies Willam Rich, of Lydeand close;

Eight wives he lind, yot totle survive,

And Hkewiso children cight tinmes five;

Or great grandelitldren five times four;

Rich born, vieh bred, yol fiste adverse

s wealth and Fortune did reverss;

He Hved and divd fnmenseiy poor,

Juhy thee tenth o) et y-fonr.

Bomethnes o compaoser of the inscription
seeks Wolmpart o profound moral lesson, its
witness the following. which iy be read
upon the ol of Die, Bamoel Rutter, ondd
Deainof Litehifield and lnter Bishop of Bodor
and Man. It is at 8t Gernuin's, in the Isle
of Man, The original |s in Latin, hut the
following is @ ruirly good transiation:

In this house,
which I have horrowed from
Ly brethren, the wortus,
lie T,
amnel, by divine  permission,
HBishiop of this Istand.
Blop, reqler,

Teehioked , tand studle at
THETALAUE OF A BIEHOP!
who died May 30,

16063,

The advesaies of (elperance may fnd
encourngenient in the Mllowing **voice
frowe the womb™ i Thetford chierehyand, in
Norfolk:

My grandfather lies haried here,
My consin Jane and two ancles dear;
My father porished
In his vyes;
Ay misier droged down dead
In the Mivorles, .
Bat the vason why ' bere Interred,
Avcording o my . (hinking,
Is oowing vo iy good Diviog and hand dripk
inge,
Therefore, ol peopl H‘}f}l.ll with tolive
long 3
Don't drink teo mich w ine brandy, gin
Or anything siror

A follower of Adsculaplus Ues huried
I Hanon <hurchivird, Middicsex. That
he was fomibiar with otler Hoods than
thise which he carried {p his medicine
chiest may be mlerrel from these Lnes
carved on his wombsuwoge, B hivh ren 1hus

ON THOMAS CHOSSFIELD, M. D.
Benemly this sjonpe Tim Croestivhd Hes,
Who edtrics gol now wielaoghs or «ries,

He moghod ®hen sobes e wlon melow
Was o haruniscarum, lepmi fellow
He gave 1o Done dJdesipptaedad fense,

Bo “Huni solt, qui mal yyenee™

in OhlEwiek chorchisand s vuried e
grear palnter, Wil Fogarth "His opl
taph wis written by David Garrick:
Farczell, great painfée of mankind,

Who reacted (e noblost g oimt ol art,
Whoso pieine’d tiotals chezm (ke mind,

And throvgh e ¢xe L fEe Beart!
If pentius fue this, poe stav:

It pature tapdh thee drop 8 tearg
If nelthier move thee, Lurn ivay,

For Hegariti®s Ronor'sd dost lics bere

A mallee chap atied
bt virad IpSelby
% Lhe pmve ol on
P s tombistotio fsoa tollestone;
Huly how
Poopise bepeath  Hes Milos,
Wite's quiles below,
Anniior i the same vein 1s in 51, Pen
et e Paal's Whaef, Loodon:
siwe Moore, aml 1

atnl e e hio
gore gl oo more iy well Lie
nlone;

ditre. Moore, and that's nore

In S Michmel'schurchyard, Abiryiswith,
B anolber, LW ool o somewhat higher
wader. 1L 46 on the sione above the grave

3 Dravid Divis, who in lite was o binck
smith

My Sfedee amd Hanuner lay reclined;

Ay Dellows, too, have Jost thelr wind;

My Flre's extinoy, my Forge decnyael,

And ln the dust muy viee Is ladd,

My coal I8 spent, iy lron gone,

Afy najls areDrove—my work is done.

One of the Jocal histories of Cornwall is
anthority for e followiog:

Father and Motterand I

Lies boried heee as ander;

Father and Mother lies burled here,
And i les buried yonder.

For brevity, the following copied fram B,
Michael’s churchyird, Crooked Lane, Lan-
don, can scareely be exorliod:

Here lieth wrapped in clay,
The body of Willimm Wray—
1 have no mote Lo Say.

Lord Byrom's wit may be sven in the
following epitaph on the tombstone of a
man who bad bern & carrler at Southwell:
John Adams lles here, of the parish of

Bouthwell,
A carrpier, who earried the can to his mouth
well;
He carrled so miuch, and he carried so fast,
He could carry no more—so was carried at

Inxt.
For the liguor he drapk, being too muach for

one,
Hecould nobearry off, 80 he's now carri-on.
L4 l-.'-—"-—

The Constable's:Perquisite.

A marriage took place Inthe office of a
well-known Justice of 'the! penee a few
days ago that, while n--::an impressive
ceremony Lo the contradling parties, had a
very bomorons slde for the spectators.
The couple were evidently from the rural
districts and were bott* sefuingly coverea
with confusion at thelf Waving (o stand
up before the four or five present. After
the form bad been read, the hiushing pair
standing band in hoodthE magistrate an-
nounced ko o serious e that, as 1L wos
the custom for the colistdble to kiss the
vride, sbe womld prepar® bersell for the
osculation. sik

The constable stepped baldly out, and,
belng A good-looking ‘youhg fellow, the
young woman secined not averse to belng
kissed. All doobts of the propriety of the
act were soon set at rest, for the hosky
groom stepped befure her with an air of
determination upon his face that showed
It was life apd death to him. He gave bis
nands an imaginary washing and said:

“Squire, this yere Indy b'loogs to me
now, an' what she did afore I touk ber
aju't my business, but M Whis constable is
willin® I'll give him a dollar and call itoff.”

“The server of wrils sigiified his as-
sent and the jealous countryman pald the
amount, which found Ih!w:: uiver t::m
of the neareat saloon o IeW miny
the newly-married pair departed.—Colum
bus Dispatch.

e

An Explanation.

“1 mever heard of sueh tyrannyl" ex-
claimed the Bouth American patriot. “I

will resist to the last—"

“Whom will you resist™ sharply to-
quired his wife, who had caught only
the last fow words.

' salking

= L | You, Ml was only

e - - e

with inflamnumiion |

won't submit to it a moment longer, I

SEVERAL JOKES. -

In a village smithy in the north of Aber-
desnshire a few worthies had forgnthered,
and the discusaion on ‘s man Ir.wlnﬁ hin
second wife'" was touched npon. *“‘Nyod
Bmith," sald Hillles, *‘you sud be weel able
to gle an opinion of that subject. TYe-ve
haen fower wives. Which o' them a' did
ye like best?"

““Weel, Hillles, T ha'e nae qualms o' con-
sclence i answerin® that question. 1 aye
liket the livin' oue best.”—Dundee News.

Aodiam, fn o tone withice down s back—
Madame, the spirit of your dead husband
wislics to converse with you.

The Widow Hennypeck—Huh! If he
hasn'tany woresplrit pow tan ke had when
he wasalive, it isn't worth paying attention
to.—Puck.

“Please, mister,
nlekel™

“My poar box, are you very hungry™*

“*No, air; but me daddy's owful Loty
—Fliegenide Bluetier.

He—1 am so afrall your father will ob-
Jeet.

Bhe—Don't worry. Papa hasa't muoch
}nﬂumm in this family.—New York Week-
¥.

A questlon in geography—Are the Beot-
tish lochs Otted with guays?—HBoston Trans-
eript.

Aun—~No, sir; T won't give you o single
penny. I work for my money.

Tramp—Excuse e, 1 baven't any use
tur money that is secured by such weons. —
Detroit Free Press.

won't you gimme a

Miss Quizeer—Do you belleve nll the disa-

NIPPED IN

_ FOTPOCRAL. _
Tramp—Got apy [ruit, lady, that you want
canned? -

Lady of the House—Yes, I have; there's
two bushels of peaches ia the Kitchen.

Tramp—Well, if you'll let me eat about
o peck of thom, lady, you will have that
much less work to do.—Detrolt Freo Press,

Wife—8hnil I put your diamond studs in
your shirt, dear? u

Husband—What on enrth are you think-
fng of? Do you want to ruin me? I have
a meeting with my creditors this morning—
Texns Biftings.

Papa—Are you sorry you hit Wibur?

Bobby—Yes, papa, and be ls sorry. 00
Harper's Hoond Table.

A. D, T. Boy 187—Las’ night T draamed
1wuz inhvaven.

A. D T. Buoy T18—Wuz dere any mes-
sengir boys dere?

A.D.T. Boy 147—Nah, not yet; butl wuz
tole dere wua seviral oo die way.—New
York Truth,

“How vailn you are, Efflel Looking at
yourseif in (he gliss.” .

“Vain, Aunt Emuma! Me vain? Why, I
don't thiok myseif half as good lookiug
s I really any"'—Punth, .

My dear, darling, sweel paps, you will
have o teleplione put lo the bhouse, won't
j‘nl.l'.'"

“PButl why, my dear?"’

Ol You see, papa, my Oscaris so dread-
fully shy. Perhnps he would speak to
you through a telephone’'—F Begende
Binetter.

Laura—The ldeal  Here s 8 doctor who

THE BUD, .

She—1 besr thal the baggy overinrned
Flaah Last nleht.
He—Yoeu, It upset all my plans.

while you were out driving with

Miss

A ONE-SIDED AFFALR.

Oh, nuthiog much

| What are Fou golng Lo give yonr bro ther Jack fur @ birthday present?
Jark's forgiving, pot fongetting.

A GOOD SYMPTORL,

Doctor—-Does ¥our father seem better to-day, Johnnie?
Johnnle—I think he Is. Heard him cussin’' mom dis morols’.

%
greeable things you read in the pewspapera?
Buzbuz—1 do If they're about people
I know.—Roxbury Gazette.
 P——
In de Fall o' de Year.
Nowde frost it am a-comin®
Fuor to ripen hick'ry puts,
An' de crowin® of de rooster | can hea#,
An' de julcy turkey gobbler
Allaroun’ de bignyard struts.
He'll be missin® in de fall o' de year.

(Chorus.)
In de fall o' de year, in de fall 0" de Year,
De "possam an® de sweet potater's gwi'en
to appear.
Fallo' de year, fall o' de year,
it's a hebben for de darky
In de [all o' de year.

Dere's de sugar an® de "insses,
Just a-growin’ in de cane,
An'de cuttin® an’ de boilin® 18 am nedn
An’ de yello', plump persimmons
On de trees along de lane,
Dey'libe ripenia’ ia de fall 0" de year.

(Chorus.)
De groun' bog an' de rabbit Yo
Dey are fattenin’ alde by side,
An' de cider's in de Jug a-gittin' cleas,
An’ de pheasants am a-sneakin’ ¢
de thickets fer to hide
From de darkey in de fallo’ de year-

eays lhat yawning will remiove that annoy-
ing burzing in one’s ears.

Florn—IL is Lrue. The other night,
after young Mr. Jones had been talking
steadily o me for three hours, T yawned
twice aud he went home.—Cincinnad En-
quirer.

Bhonting o chyurch during a revival s
one thiog, and paying the preacher In
chips aod whetstones Is another—Rom's
Horn.

Mistress (muidulghi}—1 don't intend to
comwe downstalrs Lo let you in this time
of night again.

Girl (reassuringly)—You wen't bave to.

-

Couldn’t Belleve It.

*Who wns George Washington, papa?™
sald a little Pittsburger, who bad heand
of the father of his country for the first
time.

“He was a boy who couldn't tell a lel™
replied the papa, impressively.

“Was be born dumb, papa?" was the next
question.—Harlem Life,

— e —e
An Luthority.
ford—Do you belleve, doctor, that
the use of tobaccy tends Lo shorten o man's

daays?
Dr. Powell—I know that It does. 1 tried
tostop once and the days were about nloety

GRASSHOPPERS ATTACK A MAN.

Braziltan Insccts Equnl in Power fo s
Western Highwayman,

“Bpeaking of gramshoppers,' said the
man with the yaller whiskers, “but were
any of you gentlemoen Ever in Beas(i?" |

None of them could remémber that they
ever were, apd he continoed:

“We know nothing of grasshoppers in
this eountry. 1o Brazil, when you speak of
grasshoppers, women willstindder and men
tarn pale. I was never In Brazil myself,
but 1 had & brother who lived there for
five years nnod who toll me about grass-
hoppers. My brother was rather vain asd
conceited, but he woubla't lie.

“The first thne he wos attacked by
them was one mornlng as Le was walking
in his garden. Without the slightest warn-
ing threa grasshoppers sprang upon him
and knocked him down, and IC B sereams
had mot brought immisdinte assistance, he
woulidl have been killd on the spot.  As i
was, e was laid up for a week.

“After this attack, be hvgan to lpguire
around and post himsell on the habite of
the grasshopper, and when Uhe Dext adven-
wire come he was proparcd for (6. He was
riding along the highwaiy, when a full-
grown grisshopper spraong upon the borse
behind bim amd sought (o fasten s fADgS
In b geck. Before it eould do so, bowever,
be deew hin pisvol apd taroed and shot 1S
through the heart. He sent me yowme of its
claws, and I have them votf.

Wt thied time he wos 0 Macked he came
wiihin an ace of losing his life. He was
wilking over ks coffes plintation one
day and eacouniersd a  POROOGUS maka
and searted to kil j.—While thos engag«d

.

o grasshopper sprang upoa bim from the

Llimb of n tees. My brothor was knooked
down nod rolled into o ditoh with three fved
of water in it. By a lucky tove hegotthe

\ingect by the thimat and forced (s head

under the water and beld it there until
life wns extinct, 1t wis a close Shave,
though. My brother had (o be carried hotue
and it was scveral weeks before he wald
ahle to gat out of bed.  He bhore the iCATS of
that ennflict 1o his grave "—Detroit Free

Press,

—
Ome on the Alderman.

Not long ngo & workingmoan, somewhat
the worse for overdindulgence in the cup
that cheers, came lnto a down town saloon
and groffly demandsd 3 drnk of whisky.
When the barkeeper vommented upon lis
already complete condition and refused to
givehim what he wanted he commenced ar-
gulng in a lond, drunken volce, every nuw
and then throwing in a nomber of threats
strengiened with ocaths. He became very
noisy, ko much so that ope of our vity al
derm whe was #itting at a table takiog
-is Iner—for aldermen, like less favored
people, sotmetitnes get thinsty—jumped ap,
amt, gaipg over to the dfilnken man, sald
with all the dignity befitting his official
position:

“Look here, fellow, you'll bave to stop
this row."

“He seehped to awe the man leaning
agalust the bar by his presence for the time
being, but after mumbling awhile the
drunken fellow sakl: “Hut he won't give
me o drink, don't Fer see?”

“That's not the guestion: yun'll elther
nave to be guiet, or I shall kick yud out of
the place.™ -

“You will, will yoa?” sald the working-
man, who had revovensl his drooken bra-
vado, “Woell, who Lo the dickens are yui,
anyhow?"™

“I'm an alerman, a magistrate of the
law, sir,” the justios repliod. drawing him-
seif gp to his full beight, with much added
dignity.

@The dranken man exed him from head to
fixot In sieming disgust. Then, attempting
tostand erect, he said in n tone equally as

dignified: ““Well, I'm a bricklayer.” —
Pittsburg Dispatels. J
p—— — W - —

Great Financlil Questlon in Kentneky.
Senatops Henry Dixon, who I8 now the
governor's private secrelary, 18 psually
wild munpered, but terrible when arcused.
Thie other day a venerible man commered
bim i his office apd talked w Mm about
we “money question’ for an hour,. When
Dixon's visitor rinnily ponssed oot of tha
door Dixon motiopad to Bob Bamner, the
ancient Junitor «f the wemur's alffice,
agd Bub weont trembling over to Mr,
Dixon, the sirange ook

of whose eye
frightened him. Here's the conversatica
th. el
Bob, If T kill a tean in here any time
soan. I wont yon to swear that you saw
Bim siart at me w i knile apd thnG
1 dthed him in selfde Wil yoa do LT
o will, Mr. H nnswercd Bob.
aln ¢ whitle the secretary

"hissed THxan, “for T will
next man LAt cotmes here to
thie tariff and do it ln cokd

murder Lt
1ale silver or
hlood."

R
Ly thé oy -
words o Bob.

Henory,™

on's lnst

t's ail right, the goverons

ml If i are convicted, in spite
of the testimony, I'1l pardop yoo. Thas
man going out has bhiwvn  discussing the
maney question with me"'—Loulsvil
Courfer-Journunl.

e

Her Time Had Come.

Evening bhad come. Fatber and danghtee
sat facing each other, and both were busy
with their thoughits. After a long lotersal
of siknee the daugliter rose te leave tbhe
room, and the father looked sp and queried:

“Fanny, are you going out?
“For about fifteen minutes, father. You
will not be lenely.” F

*§ fee]l 8ad wenight.”™ -

“Yes, father, nod T know why. We spent
July~iu the monnfains at a cost of $500.
Weput in a week at four different hotels,
but, alas! there wad o show for me. The
only eligible young man | met was engaged
to his sevepteenth. Then we returned and
pat ln & month at the seashore. It wisn't
quite as bad there, but every youpg man
was walting to see how the times would
turn out. 'We were out anvther $5600, and
have nothing to show for in™

“True, my daughter, very truoe. Tnder
the circumstances, bowever—*

“You cannot blame me; but business has
revived at lase”

“Yes, at last.”

“ And your doughter Fanay will now pro-
ceed to hustle. Sit mght still for about
fifteen minutes, father, and 1 will return
with a young man, and You can give as your
paternal blessing. All I've been waiting for
was o boom In business and a falr show.
It bas come. I'll be engaged before 10
o'clock, married within a moath, and by
pext spring confidence will be fully re
stored nnd the vountry whooping her up for
all she's worth!"—De roit Free Press. o
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Not What He Expected,
#wectheart, thou hast a knowing look—

I see It In thine eyes
Thy manner, too, is temler, shy,

And rull of sweet surprisc.

I think that I'll propose to-day,

During the luncheon hour;

Our Wall street olffice 1'Il transform

Into a Jover's bower.

Yes, I'll propose. 1 don't just kpow
How Dad will take it all

When be finds out I'in going to wed
Hin typewtiter this a1l

But it or mies, ILgelt thee all

e My heart's delight this dogs

And ten. what shall we care, dear love,
What all the world may say?

“Detirest, I Jove thee—only theet
Can'st see i in my face?
I plesud that thoa shall be my wile
Amd leave this toilsome place;
Together we'll elope amd spin
Agross to Londop town;
And then what shall we care, sweet love,
For nny smile or frown?

wQuick, denrest! Tell me: say the word,
What? Why dost shrink and blush?
You startle me, Oh, Mawl, piease don't!
One frown of thine will crush,
Thon can’st nat love me? Well, why not?
Quick! What Is that?” * * *  Ob,
bother!

| Bhe says she'll be o ma to me;

Bhe's golog to marry my futher.
e —New York World.
—— 0 —
The Worst of the Best.

If all we knew were good aod toue,
How radiant would be lile's glories:
And yet wo'd miss, ‘twixt me and you,

Bome mighty enleriaining stovies.
~Dwetrolt Free Press




